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King had seen. Monseigneur several times during the day ; but
in his after-dinner visit he was so much struck with the
extraordinary swelling of the face and of the head, that he
shortened his stay, and on leaving the chateau, shed tears.
He was re-assured as much as possible, and after the council
he took a walk in the garden.

Nevertheless Monseigneur had already mistaken Madame la
Princesse de Conti for some one else; and Boudin, the doctor,
was alarmed. Monseigneur himself had been so from the first,
and he admitted, that for a long time before being attacked, he
had been very unwell, and so much on Good Friday, that he
had been unable to read his prayer-book at chapel.

Towards four o'clock he grew worse, so much so that Boudin.
proposed to Fagon to call in other doctors, more familiar with
the disease than they were. But Fagon flew into a rage at
this, and would call in nobody. He declared that it would bo
better to act for themselves, and to keep Monseigncur's state
secret, although it was hourly growing worse, and towards
seven o'clock was perceived by several valets and courtiers.
But nobody dared to open his mouth before Fagon, and the
King was actually allowed to go to supper and to finish it
without interruption, believing on the faith of Fagon that
Monseigneur was going on well.

While the King supped thus tranquilly, all those who were
in the sick chamber began to lose their wits. Fagon and the
others poured down physic on physic, without leaving time for
any to work. The Cure, who was accustomed to go and learn
the news every evening, found, against all custom, the doors
thrown wide open, and the valets in confusion. He entered
the chamber, and perceiving what was the matter, ran to the
bedside, took the hand of Monseigneur, spoke to him of God,
and seeing him full of consciousness, but scarcely able to speak,
drew from him a sort of confession, of which nobody had
hitherto thought, and suggested some acts of contrition. Tho
poor Prince repeated distinctly several words suggested to him,
and confusedly answered others, struck his breast, squeezed the
Cure's hand, appeared penetrated with the best sentiments, and
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